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one national weekly recorded a fascinating account of the
gambollings at the Nehru abode :
Perhaps, the merriest Holi was celebrated at the Prime
Minister's residence. About two hundred inmates and
servants of the house, scores of fanners from the neighbour-
ing villages, Lady Mount-batten and her daughter, Pandit
Nehru's three nieces, Mrs. Krishna Hutheesingh and an
assorted crowd of visitors participated in the festivities.
Pandit Nehru himself was the chief contestant in the
** colour war." He gave and received no quarter. In a
few minutes his shirt and churidars bore all the rainbow
hues in glorious disarray. At the end, when he, together
with his guests, posed for a big group photograph, it was
perhaps the most unusual scene of the decade.
Purely as a matter of personal preference, give me a
snowball fight any day. But in spite of the looks of it,
Holi is probably good, clean fun. At any rate, there is
much to be said in its favour if it takes laughter and excite-
ment into the poorer quarters and the lives of their inhabit-
ants. They need it. But I cannot help feeling that the
Indian Government will miss a great opportunity if it fails
to launch a plan to make the throwing of full buckets of
clean water obligatory, instead of silly Ettle cupfuls of
coloured water. If all the teeming thousands who pack
each street of India's cities for Holi were to throw one full
bucket of water apiece, it would ensure that at least once
a year, apart from the monsoons, the roads would be flushed
clear of the scum of cow and camel dung, fruit skins,
expectorations, human excreta, and other garbage which
forms their normal surface.
Independence has brought a rich harvest to the bazaars
up and down the country. There has been an enormous
'amount of trade in stolen and looted property since partition.
Such goods have always found their way to the bazaars. In
the past year or two the flow has been at a higher rate than
usual, for obvious reasons. It has contributed to the